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Poloukaroff, a former officer of one of the infantry regiments.
Poloukaroff was apparently one of the madmen of the Cheka,
His method of interrogation had been to show Vidiakin about a
dozen revolvers and point one after the other at his head wrhile
hurling at him a stream of abuse, threats and questions. He had
not seemed in the least interested in Vidiakin Mmself3 only in what
he knew about me and my supposed activities. Failing to get any-
thing out of the phlegmatic soldier, he had cursed him roundly and
sent him back to the detention room to wait until I should be ready to
accompany him to the Fortress. Neither of us had any news of K-----.
We spent the next few days quite comfortably and uneventfully.
Blagonravoff announced that he would treat us as political prisoners.
We were allowed into the yard for exercise, we had books from the
prison library,- and we had duties to perform about the building,
fetching firewood, making fires and sweeping up the cells and corri-
dors. One of our fellow-workers was Pourishkevitch, the member of
the Duma who had been associated with Prince Youssoupoff in the
murder of Rasputin. On New Year's Eve Vidiakin was released.
On the third day after his release I was called to BlagonravofPs
office to receive a parcel. It contained food, a book, some cigarettes
and tobacco, and came from Vidiakin.
When my bread and tea were brought in that evening I offered
a cigarette to the warder.
"How are things going outside ?" I asked.
He glanced behind him at the open door. "Bad," he replied.
"Terrible things are going on in the town. I can't talk to you now,
but I'll see if I can get you a paper."
True to his word, my friend the wrarder called me an hour later
to carry in some firewood, and under cover of this duty handed me
the latest bulletin. The principal news was an attempt on Lenin's
life and a report that as a reprisal some soldiers had murdered the
two members of the late Duma, SMngarefF and Kokoshkin, while
they lay in hospital In several places of detention enraged bands
had overpowered the guards and massacred the prisoners.
I was still reading when the warder came in, obviously excited.
Locking the door behind him, he produced an iron bar from under
his jacket and handed it to me.
"We want you to take this, sir/3 he said in explanation. "You
know from the papers that in other prisons hooligans are slaughter-
ing the prisoners. The old guards of this prison have been holding
a meeting. We would protect our prisoners if we could, but we are
too small a force here. So we have decided to leave it to the prisoners
to decide whether they wish the cells locked or unlocked. Some
think it safer to be locked in, others prefer to be free to run to their